CHAPTEE I

DEVONSHIRE AND FOREIGN SERVICE

IN the middle of September, 1625, the great expedition
by which Charles the First and Buckingham meant to
revenge themselves upon the Spaniards for the igno-
minious failure of their escapade to Madrid was still
choking Plymouth harbour with disorder and confusion.
Impatient to renew the glories of Drake and Ealeigh
and Essex, the young King went down in person to
hasten its departure. Great receptions were prepared
for him at the principal points of his route, and bitter was
the disappointment at Exeter that he was not to visit
the city. For the plague was raging within its walls,
and while holiday was kept everywhere else, the shadow
of death was upon the ancient capital of the west.

Hardly, however, had the King passed them by when
the citizens had a new excitement of their own. The
noise of a quarrel broke in upon the gloom of the
stricken city. Those within hearing ran to the spot and
found a sight worth seeing. For there in the light of
day, under the King's very nose, as it were, a stalwart
young gentleman of about sixteen years of age was
thrashing the under-sheriff of Devonshire within an inch